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Summary: War was never rare to Strangereal. But in 2010, during the 
greatest war to engulf the planet, a far greater threat appeared. 
Now, the entire world is united in a war against one foe: The Race. 
Canon and OC POVs . 


1 . Chapter 1 

A/N: This author and story assumes you are familiar with the world 
and backstory of the Ace Combat and Worldwar universes, including 
things such as geography, dates, and major events. The majority of 
the following timeline is taken directly from canon source material 
with some altercations since a full map of the world has never been 
given . 

X 

April 2007: A series of tropical storms destroy the Comona Space 
Station on the archipelago (part of the Federation of Central Usea) 
south of continental Usea, virtually wiping out the multinational 
Usean space program and the world's view into deep space. Due to 
rebuilding still ongoing from the recent end to the 2nd Usean 
Continental War, no plans are made for the reconstruct ion of either 
the facility or the program and efforts are focused exclusively of 
aid for the local populations. 

On the Anean Contintent, the Federal Republic of Estovakia collapse 
into a multi-faction civil war following years of misery after the 
country's devastation by the Ulysses impacts eight years previously 
Neighboring nation Emmeria begins delivering aid supplies into the 
country, working with the strongest factions. 

May 2007: The Usean ISAF test the Erusean X-02 Wyvern fighter in a 
series of trials to determine its capabilities. Many nations on the 
continent express interest in acquiring the new plane for their Air 
Forces and Navies in place of war reparations from Erusea. The test 
are mainly conducted by lieutenant colonel Issaac Lensen of the 



Republic of Amber Air Force and of war fame as the 'Ribbon 
Fighter ' . 


August 2007: Unknown to the human powers of Strangereal, the Race 
Conquest Fleet enters the solar system, projected to reach earth in 
three years' time. The fleet is composed of hundreds of unarmed 
starships carrying a Conquest Army of nearly 30,000,000, including 
14,000,000 infantry forces, nearly 900,000 armored vehicles, and 
almost 120,000 aircraft. 

December 2007: A Belkan cargo ship makes port in Eastern Estovakia, 
controlled by the Eastern Eaction- remnants of Estovakia 's military 
before the Ulysses disaster. Aboard are dozens of Belkan scientists 
and veterans of the 1995 Belkan War, on the run from authorities and 
terrorism charges. In exchange for safety, they promise blueprints 
and designs for a Belkan aerial command cruiser and other technology. 
The Eastern Eaction accepts their offer. 

January 23rd, 2008: Tests conclude and the 6 other nations of Usea 
place orders for approximately 200 Wyverns and parts in exchange for 
cancelling war reparations. Erusea agrees and the first batch are 
delivered to Amber the following month. 

May 15th, 2008: Emmeria deploys several units of its Army to its 
border with Estovakia following several instances of cross-border 
fire as the Estovakian Civil war continues to escalate. Unknown to 
either Emmeria or the other factions of the civil war, the Eastern 
Eaction has already began construction of an 'Aerial Eleet ' with the 
help of the defected Belkans. 

August 21st, 2008: The G7 Summit is held above earth in the Arkbird, 
an orbital ship built jointly by the countries of Osean of Yuktobania 
for the purpose of clearing space debris from around the planet. The 
seven countries in attendance include Osea, Yuktobania, the 
Eederation of Central Usea, the federal Republic of Erusea (still 
under an interim government), Verusa, Emmeria, and Nordennavic. 

The purpose of the meeting involves the signing of several 
demilitarization treaties between Osea and Yuktobania, and plans to 
construct an international space station with the cooperation of all 
present states. 

August 23rd, 2008: In Southern Belka, a secret meeting is held 
between the highest members of the Grey Men, a secret militant group 
comprised of former Belkan soldiers, businessmen, and politicians 
seeking to return the nation to a position of power. A plan is formed 
comprising of three main goals: 

Re-launching of Belka 's V-2 WMD program. 

The growth of the organizations armed wing until to a point it can 
become the official military of Belka once the time is 
right . 

Re-igniting the Cold War between Osea and Yuktobania, with the 
intention of having both countries eventually go to war and wipe each 
other out. Plans are made to use assets already within Yuktobania to 
encourage a coup of the country's current leader in favor of a more 
war-minded leadership, further cells planted after the war are 
contacted within each nation to monitor affairs. 



January 13th, 2009: As part of the agreed arms reduction, Yuktobania 
begins to consider decommissioning its two Scinfaxi class submarines- 
massive ballistic submarine/aircraft carrier hybrids built during the 
Cold War for attacking Osea. The Grey Men consider intervention, but 
several members of the Yuktobanian Navy and leadership oppose the 
plan, and it is disregarded. 

January 25th, 2009: The Eastern Faction in Estovakia tests its first 
burst missile against a rival faction's navy north of Anea. The 
attack is so effective, the entire fleet is wiped out in the blink of 
an eye, leaving no clue to either Emmeria or the rival factions what 
happened. Plans are made to incorporate the technology into the 
Aerial Fleet project. 

The detonation is picked up, however, by a satellite from Yuktobania, 
the country that seized all Belkan burst missile technology after the 
Belkan War. Agents are sent in to investigate. Word gets back to the 
Grey Men, who also sent parties to investigate. 

March 19th, 2009: At the Basset Space center in Southern Osea, the G7 
nations finally begin construction of the International Space 
Station. Astronauts from all countries are transferred with a 
contingent of supplies to the Arkbird, which is meant to be the base 
for construction of the instillation. 

November 24th, 2009: Yuktobania ceases its investigations in Anea 
after several of its agents are killed during the fighting, having 
gained no indication the Belkan Government broke the post-war treaty 
on arms dealing. Grey Men agents learn of the defectors and about the 
Aerial Fleet project. Two scientists are convinced to return to Belka 
to help with the V-2 and are smuggled out of the country under the 
Eastern Faction's nose, inadvertently delaying the Aerial Fleet 
project . 

February 1st, 2010: In a secret coup. Prime Minister Nikanor of 
Yuktobania is disposed and imprisoned in the country's remote 
northeast. A cover story of illness is presented to the public while 
his replacements, hardliners left over from the Cold War, covertly 
start expanding Yuktobania 's military and drawing up invasion plans 
for Osea. 

February 15th: 2010: In yet another meeting, the Grey Men discuss 
their progress. All members are confident that no further meddling is 
needed in Yuktobania, and that war is inevitable. Sleeper cells in 
both the Osean and Yuktobanian militaries are ordered activated in 
preparation. By this point, the organization has recruited over 9,000 
of their fellow countrymen, many of them former soldiers, to form at 
least a capable secret Air Force and small Army. 

Progress of the V2 project, however, has proved slow despite its 
secret completion over a decade previous, as the original documents 
were destroyed. A guarantee is made the group will have the weapon by 
early next year. 

February 16th, 2010: Yuktobania secretly approaches Erusea to order 
60 X-02s for its Air Force and Navy. The newly elected government 
proves reluctant, however, due to the fear of upsetting its 
neighbors. Grunder Industries, a North Osean munitions company 
secretly headed by a member of the Grey Men group, approaches and 



offers to act as a middleman, manufacturing the craft and sending 
them to Yuktobania. All three parties reach an agreement for only 36 
X-02s . 

The next day. Grander Industries approaches Yuktobania about selling 
it the blueprints for a 'superplane': the ADF-01 equipped with a 
tactical laser system. For Belka to regain its former position, Osea 
must be crippled, as it lies on Belka 's border. The company hopes to 
arm Yuktobania to easily crush its enemy. Despite lacking the 
industry to immediately build the craft, Yuktobania purchases the 
plans for a large sum that finds its way inevitably back to the Grey 
Men . 

February 27th, 2010: Only months away from earth, the Conquest Fleet 
begins picking up various signals from their target planet. After 
some confusion to a course of action, the decision is made to wake up 
the high ranking members of the Fleet up from cold sleep early. The 
nations of Strangereal remain unaware. 


2 . Chapter 2 
XX A/N XX 

Forgive me if some geographical facts are off here in the first 
section- I don't think we've ever gotten a real defined map of the 
countries in Usea. But from what canon tells us, there were four 
small countries on Erusea's doorstep. 

And forgive me for being rusty on my knowledge of the Race- I read 
all the booksa€ 1 6 years ago. I remember the important bits though. 
Feel free to correct me on any errors. 

X 

Usea was the small continent, barely the size of the nation of Osea, 
hosting a population of just over 300 million people. From above, it 
had the curious appearance of being nearly split in half by the great 
mountain chain, the Lambert Mountains, which ran from east to west 
nearly the entire continent. Hundreds of islands surrounded the 
mainland, as did numerous bays and even a small inland sea on the 
northern part of the continent. 

Seven nations occupied Usea: North Point, the Federation of Central 
Usea, San Salvacion, the Independent State of Ugellas, the Federal 
Republic of Amber, Belarus, and the Federal Republic of Erusea. 

The Eederation of Central Usea was the dominant power of Usea, 
especially after the Eirst Continental War. It controlled over 50% of 
the continent and all but a few of the islands surrounding it. 
Eollowing Erusea's defeat in the war two years previous, it now had 
the third largest military on the planet and was the dominant 
political power in Usea. 

The only large island it didn't claim was the island nation of North 
Point, a small neutral power northeast of the mainland. The country 
had had little to do in Usean affairs until the continental wars, and 
kept to itself now that both had concluded. 


The second largest country on the continent was Erusea on the western 



half, despite only having a fourth the land area of the FCU. Like the 
continent, the country was nearly in two parts from the Lambert 
Mountains that ran through it, as well as a smaller Amber mountains 
in the southern region. The country was still under a provisional 
government and rebuilding after the last war. Its remaining military 
had been mostly disbanded and remaining equipment given as reparation 
to the victors, including the four tiny countries on its border that 
separated it from its longtime enemy the FCU and had been the first 
targets of its aggression just a few years ago. 

North of the Lambert Mountains was Belarus, a small nation that 
stretched along Usea's northern coast. South of them was the nation 
of San Salvacion, which had the peculiar nature of existing, barely 
connected, on each side of the Lambert Mountain Range. 

Though its half north of the mountains bordered Erusea, its southern 
half didn't. They were separated by the tiny strip of land that was 
Ugellas. On the southern border of both of those nations was the 
Republic of Amber, a small nation that was mostly situated along the 
inside of a gulf in southern Usea, a gulf which it, Erusea, and the 
ECU all had territory bordering. 

X May 15th, 2007, International Waters X 

Three specs charged across the clear blue sky of the gulf, high above 
the clear blue sea and occasional rocky outcrop. One led the other 
two, apparently in pursuit. At Mach 2.5, the first spec was easily 
staying ahead of the others. 

Suddenly, the lead aircraft inverted and dived, losing altitude at an 
extreme rate. The other two quickly followed and all three were soon 
heading vertically down. The first plane pulled out of its dive 
quickly and revealed itself to be an X-02 Wyvern adorned with ISAE 
markings as it cruised above the water. The other two specs came out 
of their dive as well- E/A-22 Raptors with the marking of the Usean 
federation Air force (UEAE) . It was the closest the ECU aircraft had 
gotten to the X-02 that day but the advantage was quickly 
lost . 

Their target pulled up and gunned the engine. Light and streamlined, 
the X-02 swiftly gained altitude as it climbed. The Raptors pulled 
back and tried to climb after it. But with a lower max speed, both 
quickly fell behind the other craft quickly. Quickly passing 20,000 
feet, the X-02 leveled out and slowed, its wings unfolding to provide 
further stability. 

Inside the cockpit. Republic of Amber Air force lieutenant colonel 
Issaac Lensen glanced back and counted the seconds until the other 
planes playing aggressor in this exercise caught up. The only 
advantage they'd had all day was their plane's natural stealth 
capabilities sometimes making them disappear from his radar, but 
they'd never exploited it to get close to him. Two hours and they 
hadn't even locked on to him once. 

The chase over, both E/A-22s pulled up on either side of him, the 
pilots inside the cockpits giving him a thumbs up. The good natured 
gesture was part of the reason Lensen had enjoyed these exercises; 
the ECU pilots were decent guys. He still remembered during the lead 
up to the war how ECU troops had been stationed in Amber, and how few 
of his countrymen had good things to say about them, especially when 



it was obvious they were trying to keep their political dominance on 
the continent. 

"SkyEye, Chess Master, did you get that data?" He radioed the two 
AWACS, Command & Control planes, that had been watching from afar. 
Both were ISAF aircraft, although they also both came from the ECU's 
military forces. Sky Eye's presence was practically guaranteed 
wherever Lensen's was- the two were well known for working together 
effectively . 

"Affirmative Mobius 1, we got it." SkyEye responded. "That's all of 
Omega Squadron you've beaten now." 

"Ah, Chess Master, you mind not relaying those results to base just 
yet? I'd rather delay my ass chewing." Omega 7, one of the planes 
who ' d been planning aggressor, radioed. 

"Nothing the rest of your squadron hasn't gone through. Hopper." 
Lensen grinned as he waved at the other pilot. He knew the pilots of 
both planes, the whole squadron even. Omega Squadron had been one of 
the ECU's best aerial units during the war, and naturally one Lensen 
had worked with plenty of times before. 

"Enough bickering everyone. Let's get the prototype back to base." 
Although SkyEye wasn't above occasional fun, his job was to keep 
pilots on mission and that was what he was doing. "Change heading for 
030 and return to NAS Serenity." 

"Understood SkyEye." Captain Pierre, Omega 8, responded. "Mobius 1, 
we'll escort you back." The escort was just business. The ECU was 
being very over protective of the one X-02 it'd been able to make 
from seized design documents- they'd deployed a carrier group into 
the gulf and marine contingent to the Naval Air Station the Wyvern 
was being stored at. Despite this, Lensen was the only one allowed to 
fly it. 

They were wanting to test its full capabilities, hence why they'd 
pitted it against the Osean made E/A-22s- they were the most advanced 
planes in current Usean stock. So far the X-02 had proved, faster, 
stealthier, and more maneuverable. That didn't mean anything to 
Lensen yet; he'd flown the E/A-22 since near the start of the Second 
Continental War, and he'd used that plane to down 6 Erusian X-02s 
near the end of Operation Katrina. But still, they needed to see how 
good this plane really was. 

NAS Serenity was the Navy's only air base, located just a few miles 
back form Port Serenity, which was the Navy's headquarters and only 
port. Amber was small and its Navy just as small, but before the war 
funds had been allocated for a squadron of planes for protecting the 
gulf . 

All three planes were directed to land on the base's lone runway and 
the three craft split up. The ECU planes went to join the rest of 
their squadron near where the one squadron of E/A-lSCs Amber's Navy 
had. Lensen instead guided the X-02 over to a new hanger that had 
just gone up the past month, one guarded by ECU Marines and barbwire 
fencing . 

"You're not gonna tell me you beat our boys again?" The ECU crew 
chief who watched over the plane asked as Lensen disembarked. He only 



smirked back in response, and the crew chief shook his head. A jeep 
waited outside to take him to debriefing, the last task of the 
day . 

It was mostly FCU officers in the room when he arrived, watching 
replays of the radar data and cameras that had been on the aggressor 
craft. A few officers from his own country were there too, along with 
one from San Salvicion's Air Force and some Erusean technicians. 

"I suppose you'll chalk this one up to the human factor again, 
lieutenant colonel?" The Brigadier General who was leading this 
experiments said by way of greeting. Lensen's ability to defeat the 
X-02 seemed to be something no other human pilot could do. When they 
asked him about it, he'd reasoned that since the X-02s he'd fought 
had been AI controlled, they were easier opponents and X-02 was only 
impossible in his hands, or any skilled pilot's even. 

"Yes sir." Lensen said without a hint of humor in his voice. They 
worked together well, but it wasn't hard to miss that the FCU was 
slightly jealous the hero of the war and best pilot was not from 
their country. The debriefing carried on after that, with the only 
questions for him or Omega squadron about a few instances where it 
wasn't quite clear how they were maneuvering. The debriefing done, 
they were all dismissed. 

Lensen had his own room in the base's housing building. But that 
wasn't where he headed at first. Instead, he went towards the 
administrative building. There was something there that he'd taken to 
visiting ever since coming here to conduct these tests, something 
personal . 

It was a monument, one of the hundreds that had sprung up after the 
war ended. This one was dedicated to the pilots of the 45th Naval Air 
Squadron who ' d attempted to fight off Erusea's naval intrusion into 
the gulf and been some of the first combat casualties of the war. 
There were 17 names engraved of the plaque, and only one missing- 
Lensen ' s own . 

Though now in the Amber Air Eorce, his career in flight had started 
in the Navy. He'd been commissioned only a few months before the 
discovery of Ulysses was discovered, and had been in flight school 
when it was announced. He and fifteen others had been the pilots who 
established Amber's Naval Aviation, at first only flying eight old 
E-4 Phantoms bought from Osea. 

But they'd all trained hard, even becoming carrier qualified with ECU 
cross training. They hadn't been able to stop the meteors, but they'd 
always stood ready when it looked like to aftermath would start a 
war. And then it hada€ 1 

That day was hard to forget . It had been early morning when the 
squadron was ordered to scramble. Erusea had invaded, and a small 
flotilla of naval vessels were speeding towards their coast. They 
were sent out to intercept. Instead, they were jumped by a flight of 
Erusian MiG-29s just after reaching the coast. 

It had been a one-sided massacre. Six of them had been shot down. 
Lensen's own plane had been hit by one of the Eulcrum's guns that had 
killed his WSO. Another plane had been so badly damaged that it ended 
up crashing into the gulf as the last two planes retreated back 



inland. The only reason they'd survived was the MiGs had been out of 
ammo and had retreated soon after, although not before Lensen had 
still managed to hit one with an air-to-air missile- his first 
kill . 

That was the only fighting Amber's Naval Aviation had done. After 
word of Stonehenge got around, their nation's aerial assets had fled 
east. Lensen had flown south and landed on the _Fort Grace_, an FCU 
carrier that evacuated them out of Stonehenge's range. 

But that had been only a setback. From North Point, the allies 
counter attacked. Lensen had been transferred from Naval Aviation to 
the ISAF Air Force now flying an F-16 where his remarkable flying 
skills started to show. And as he gained flight hours and kills, he'd 
gotten an F/A-22 to fly. And that was what he flew for the rest of 
the war. 

That was the highlight of his life. What he thought of every day. 
Flying missions for that one year, aiding every ISAF operation, 
becoming an icon and a hero. His official record stated he had 311 
aerial victories. It had been a great feeling, amazing even, to be 
known by so many and to have so great an impact. 

But it had all slowed down after Megalith went. The war was over. It 
was time for everyone to go home and rebuild. The militaries were 
downsized and thousands of men and women tried to get back to the 
lives they'd had before. The FCU though had been smart enough to hold 
ISAF together for a little while, ensuring at least some parts of the 
military stayed active until a government got set up in Erusea. 

When Operation Katrina had been ordered, he'd gotten to take to the 
skies once again. Single handed he'd put down the military threat 
equivalent to that of a small country. It had been him to discover 
the X-02 and bring the technology back for the allied states to 
share. But just like Megalith, things had slowed down again 
afterwards . 

ISAF was all dissolved on everything but paper, and the FCU didn't 
even try to prod the other countries to not cut their militaries. 

What was the point when all threats from Erusea were eliminated? 
Amber's parliament hadn't been particularly kind on the defense 
budget this year. They'd only allocated to the Air Eorce enough money 
to maintain three squadrons of fighter craft, one of those being the 
country's only E/A-22 squadron that he commanded. The only reason 
these tests were going on was because the ECU volunteered to foot the 
entire bill. 

By no means did he hope for another war. His parents had been killed 
when Erusea bombed Amber. His memories of the men and women of the 
45th squadron continued to stay with him. Many of the dozens of 
fellow pilots he'd met over the course of the war had died, some the 
same day he met them. Even now, the continent was rebuilding and dead 
were being found and buried. War was awful. War was terrible. War was 
something he would not wish on anyone. 

And yet... He couldn't quite shake a feeling of being without 
purpose. To have climbed so far so fast, to have done so much, to 
have so many people know who he wasa€ 1 People were probably the worst 
part of it- always looking at him in awe, expecting something amazing 
from him when there was no opportunity to do anything at 



all . 


Perhaps it was time to give up his wings? Move on and do something 
different with his life? He'd thought about it a few times, but every 
time he got a chance to take to the air again, those thoughts were 
dismissed almost immediately and for a while he was elated again. He 
didn't think there was anything he'd ever be able to do. 

Funny how the peace was more uncertain than the war. 

X February 5th, 2009, Eastern Estovakia X 

Of all the branches of the Estovakian military to degrade after the 
collapse of the main government, the Navy had been the worst. Though 
not the greatest Navy in the world, it had still been a proud force, 
including two aircraft carriers. But when the meteors came and the 
government collapsed, the Navy was cut off from the first day. Many 
ships were sold to other countries to help pay for rebuilding, and 
the rest simply left unguarded in ports to gather rust. 

The Eastern Eaction owed part of its success directly to the naval 
power it had scraped together after the civil war began. They'd 
managed to recover one aircraft carrier, twelve surface ships, and 
even a submarine. It was not that they had the only naval forces- the 
other factions had utilized smaller, cheaper gun and missile boats- 
but the Eastern Eaction 's was the farthest reaching and the most 
powerful warships to complement its own gun and missile 
boats . 

Control over the sea was important- with Emmerian supplies crossing 
the border growing smaller by the day, all weapons and goods had to 
come in by boat. The Eastern Eaction had the ability to intercept 
these shipments and ensure their rivals were always at a 
disadvantage. The carrier also allowed them increased strike 
capabilities all over the country, although its air wing was 
understaffed and the ship often had to make port from lack of 
fuel . 

Lorenz Riedel was one of those few pilots that stepped off the 
carrier when it made port yet again after only seven days out at sea. 
He was the most unusual of the lot though, and not just because he 
was the oldest at 42. He was not Estovakian- he was Belkan. When the 
Eastern Eaction sustained itself on patriotism and used the use of 
foreign mercenaries by the other factions as a propaganda, that fact 
was not only surprising, but even suspect. 

But he was more than allowed there. After the ship carrying them had 
arrived, the military officers leading the Eastern Eaction had been 
almost ecstatic with the wealth of information they'd brought. They'd 
shown less enthusiasm when several of the former soldiers, including 
Riedel, volunteered to fight, but they'd still been interested in 
having veteran pilots of what had been the world's mightiest air 
force . 

Why had they volunteered? All of them were career soldiers- it had 
always been in their blood for generations. There was nothing else 
they could do. The call of battle was too much for them to do 
anything else in life. 

Another part was ideals. They'd all been on the run for a reason, a 



cause really, almost a decade past now. A World With No Boundaries. 

To the men and women who ' d joined the group from half a dozen 
nations, they'd been the good guys. Enlightened heroes who sought to 
end all war and bring peace to the world. To the rest of the world, 
Osea particularly, they were nothing but terrorists, and their cause 
had been crushed and the survivors now hunted. 

But they had survived, as did the ideas that had made them let go of 
their ties to their home countries. To them, they still thought they 
could make a difference. They genuinely believed that coming to the 
Eastern Eaction was a noble choice- to help end a war and the 
suffering of many by helping unite the country under a single, stable 
leadership . 

The few of them that were pilots had another, more sub-conscious 
reason: _Him_. That mana€ 1 that beinga€ 1 That remarkable pilot that had 
first taken on their country and then their ideals. The Demon Lord. 
There was no guarantee he was even here- he'd probably earned more 
than enough to live a life of luxury for the rest it his own. But 
from the day they'd heard about the increase in foreign mercenaries 
in the conflict, the thought had existed in their minds. 

The scientists had been swept away to a coastal research facility not 
long after arriving. He'd yet to see them, but one had sent him a 
letter about how ambitious these Estovakians were. Another of their 
group, a decorated former paratrooper of the Belkan Army, was 
training Eastern Eaction soldiers in airborne operations. Riedel had 
wrote him, but had yet to get a response. Six others were pilots in 
the Eastern Eaction 's Air Eorce, and arguably the best. He'd meet 
with them occasionally and have drinks. 

Riedel himself was a pilot for the Eastern Eaction' s Navy, flying an 
SU-33D they'd provided for him. Their carrier was a mismatch of old 
and new planes. There was little organization in the aircraft save 
for one squadron-Strigon Team, a squadron who reminded him eerily of 
the one he'd been a part of in the Belkan Air Eorce with their sharp 
flying and amazing lethality. But they were rotated off the carrier 
to land quite frequently, and in those times Riedel found himself 
taking charge of the fourteen other aircraft on the carrier. 

After so many years on the run though, he was glad to be flying 
again. He was glad to be fighting. He was glad to see that his 
actions improved the conditions of those brought down by war. 

Not that things improved too much. The civil war had done little to 
fix what had caused it, and walking through the city Lorenz could see 
most of the buildings boarded up or in disrepair. He bought some 
bread from a bakery as he passed it and handed it over to some 
homeless children the next street over. No, there was much still to 
be done. But done it would be when the civil war ended. 

There were some little cafes tucked away in one of the side streets, 
and he would visit them often whenever the carrier came to port. He'd 
make a point to visit a different one every time, just to help 
stimulate the economy for these people. He'd sat down in the outdoor 
section of one and ordered some Tyurya soup. 

It didn't take him long to notice a pretty woman sitting at a nearby 
table looking at him. When he looked back, she smiled and stood up. 
Riedel ginned to himself as she walked over and sat down. But then 



she spoke two words, and his blood turned to ice. 

"Gault 7." What disturbed him more than the women knowing his old 
squadron and call sign was that it was said in a Belkan accent . His 
hand twitched towards his sidearm. His own country hated those who ' d 
deserted just as much as the Oseans . He had reason to be wary. 

"And you are?" He asked. His own accent had probably faded in recent 
months of speaking Estovakian, but he certainly remembered his old 
language . 

"You're a long way from home." She commented, not answering his 
question and still smiling pleasantly. 

"I've not been to the _Vaterland _in over ten years." Riedel shook 
his head. 

"Would you like to go back?" She asked, surprising him. It had to be 
a trap; even the pacifist Belkan government had warrants out for all 
former members of AWWNB . "You are a very skilled man. Captain Riedel. 
You could help your country become great again." 

"Who are you?" He asked again. 

"Patriots fighting to restore our country to its rightful place." She 
finally told him, and his gaze hardened. Hardliners. War mongers who 
couldn't accept defeat. The same people who ' d led the country into a 
war they couldn't win. The same people who ' d dropped nuclear weapons 
on their own people. The same people he'd left all those years 
ago . 

"I think," He unholstered his sidearm- an old Makarov pistol- and set 
it on the table, "you should leave." With that action, her pretty 
smile turned to an ugly scowl and she gave up all civility. 

"Cowards and thieves. The whole lot of you." She muttered. "Crawling 
to the first drunk peasants who ' d take you in." 

"We are helping these people." Riedel defended. The woman just looked 
more disgusted and stood. 

"When Belka takes its place in the world, you will all still be stuck 
here, never to taste Belkan glory." 

"It will not happen." Riedel stated with certainty. "If you people 
are the same as the last war, the result will be exactly the same. I 
will not help bring more suffering onto the world." She didn't 
respond to that. She just looked at him in disgust and stormed 
away . 

Lorenz Riedel let out the breath he'd been holding and quickly stood. 
His feet started carrying him back to the carrier at a faster pace 
then he'd left it, his mind imagining the barbed wire fencing around 
the port and the gun-toting soldiers standing guard outside of it. 

But he was also thinking about the writing supplies in his berthing. 
He had letters to write, quite a few actually. 

X February 21st, 2010, Race Conquest Fleet X 

Fleetlord Atvar was perplexed, surprised, and possibly even worried. 



Being awoken early alone was a cause for the first two- The Race was 
a very orderly society and changes in plans, especially plans that 
were so old, was almost unheard of. But he was the highest authority, 
so all important matters went straight to him. 

He was Fleetlord of the Conquest Fleet, the third such Fleet in The 
Race's long and proud history. Over 30 million males were directly 
subordinate to him. It was an incredible position in the Race's 
society, just below the 2 Viceroys who ruled Helless 1 and Rabotev 2, 
the two planets the Race had previously conquered and added to their 
empire. And now Atvar had been chosen to add another: Tosev 3. 

He had studied the planet for some time after receiving the post. It 
was peculiar in its geography, unusually different to Home and the 
other planets in the Empire. Most of it was water- Oceans and lakes. 
The other planets were mostly desert and less than 20% water. By 
comparison, 60% of Tosev 3 seemed to be water, most of it separating 
the five continental landmasses from each other. The weather was for 
more varied there too- colder than anywhere on the other planets, but 
still having deserts. 

The inhabitants of the planet were strange to him as well. The Race, 
Helless, and Rabotev were all short reptilian beings. Tosev 3, aside 
from hosting a far wider range of lifeforms then all three of the 
Empire's planets combined, seemed to be dominated by tall, 
multi-colored fleshy bipedal beings. The probes that had been sent a 
millennium ago had only picked up their appearance though- further 
information on them would have to wait till they were observed by 
Race scientists traveling with the Eleet. 

But the probe had confirmed that they were at a very low level of 
technology, still using swords and shields of all things. They would 
be an easy conquest against The Race's advanced military, and the 
Colonization Eleet due to arrive in a short 40 years would have no 
trouble setting up a proper civilization on the planet. That was what 
the planners had been confident in when preparations began a few 
centuries ago. 

But the situation now was very much different then what had been 
expected . 

He'd been somewhat irritable through his checkups, wondering what 
could drive the lower ranking males to make such a decision. Any 
drowsiness he may have had was immediately dispelled when he 
questioned an obviously skittered technician on what had prompted 
them to wake him. The answer had, at the time, been the most 
outlandish thing Atvar had ever heard: That the Eleet was 
intercepting electronic signals originating from Tosev 3. 

His skepticism was well founded; for such signals to even exist, the 
Tosevites would have had to have electricity, communicat ion 
technology, and many other advancements they couldn't have possibly 
had achieved in a mere 900 years. It wasn't until they actually 
showed him the intercepts, a collection of strange sounds and images, 
that the Eleetlord realized what they was saying was completely 
true . 

Atvar had immediately ordered the entire Eleet to be awoken early and 
his 2nd and 3rd in Commands to be sent to him as soon as they were 
past the necessary medical checkups-all but a skeleton crews had been 



awake during the entire journey from Home. The full crew of his 
Starship were not up yet, so he retired instead to his personal 
quarters to personally examine the signals that had been picked 
up . 

Technicians and scientists were being awakened first to go over and 
examine the intercepted matter. Atvar was hoping they'd be able to 
make for more sense of the random collection of sounds and images. He 
didn't understand any of what was being spoken, but some of the 
images made sense to him- the formats were surprisingly similar to 
shows and news reports he'd seen on TV back on Home- The Race's and 
the Emperor's home planet. 

Most shocking of all though was what appeared in a few intercepted 
images- military equipment. Landcruisers , troop carriers, 
killercraft- what they were was undeniable, even though there oddly 
seemed to be a variety of them (The Race was very homogenous in the 
equipment it used) . There were images of fighting too, highly 
destructive fighting The Race had obviously not seen in a very long 
time, if ever. 

Somehow, the natives of this planet appeared to haves experienced an 
extreme and unfathomable technological growth. Not only that, but 
they were split into groups and fighting each other. Such had been a 
reality in the long and distant history of Home, but they'd been 
unified from before reaching their current level of technology. But 
these Tosevitesa€ 1 

A knock on Atvar ' s door tore him from his musing. "Enter." He hissed. 
The door slid open and in walked Kirel, Shiplord of the Starship 
Atvar was commanding from and thus 2nd in Command of the whole Eleet 
as well as an aide. His body paint, the means by which The Race used 
to denote rank or occupation, conveyed this by being split between 
elaborate Shiplord paint, and the extremely elaborate body paint of a 
Eleetlord, like what Atvar was wearing. 

"Exhalted Eleetlord." Kirel bowed respectfully upon entering. "I did 
not expect to be awoken so early. Has an issue arisen?" 

"Yes, Kirel. A potentially very serious issue." Atvar answered 
reluctantly and stepped to the side so his subordinate could see the 
intercepted images. Kirel looked at them curiously, unsure at first 
what they were. 

"Are thoseaC 1 Tosevites ? " He finally questioned. He'd studied the 
pictures the probes had brought back as well. 

"They appear to be." Atvar confirmed. "The crews had intercepted 
these and audio signals originating from Tosev 3." 

"Impossible." Kirel said quickly. His response was understandable. 
Again, 900 years in The Race's time wasn't likely to see much change 
or advancement. Atvar would've continued, but a buzzer indicated 
there was someone else at his door. When he called them to enter, he 
realized it was Strata. 

Strata was the Shiplord of the Starship 206th Emperor Yower, and 
third in command overall of the Eleet. Atvar did not hold too 
positive an opinion of the male. He was outspoken, he was 
unconventional, and was completely unique next to the rest of their 



society- not a good trait at all. Why the committees planning the 
invasion had chosen him for the post escaped Atvar. 

"Exhalted Fleetlord." He greeted Atvar just as Kirel had. 

"Straha." Personal feelings aside, they were both professional males 
in service of their Emperor and would act like it. "As I was just 
telling Kirel, there has beena€ 1 an unforeseen change in our plans." 

He showed him the images and informed him of the 
signals . 

"Impossible." As radical as Straha was, even he was in 
disbelief . 

"That is not the worst part." Atvar used a finger claw to bring up 
the images and short scenes of the military equipment. Both his 
subordinates hissed in disbelief at what they saw. 

"Are we sure these are not just a prank some males came up with over 
the journey?" Straha questioned. Atvar hadn't considered such a 
thing- he didn't think his fellow males capable of such. No, he was 
certain they wouldn't do something like that in a situation so 
serious . 

"I'm certain. Although these are just a few scattered pieces of 
information. Once the appropriate males are awake, I intend to send 
what probes we have to look at the planet again and take long range 
photographs. Hopefully they will shed light on what we are 
seeing . " 

"But what does this mean for the conquest?" Straha demanded, a sign 
of disrespect. 

"The plan has not changed." Atvar informed them. "The ships are still 
travelling to Tosev 3 at a reduced speed, although I have chosen to 
wake everyone early. I will make a more informed decision when I have 
a proper understanding of what is going on. The Emperor," All three 
cast their eye turrets down at the mention of their Sovereign, "has 
ordered us to colonize this planet, and I still intend to do that if 
possible . " 

"What shall we do in the meantime. Exalted Eleetlord?" Kirel 
questioned. His question gave Atvar pause as he realized his order to 
wake the fleet early started from a moment of confusion and initially 
only to bring more mind power onto the issue. But with new 
information not guaranteed for some time, the point was now 
moot . 

"Assist me to bring the fleet up to full staff and awareness, and go 
over our resources and equipment. If something requires our 
attention, I want us to be able to do so immediately." He 
decided . 

"It shall be done." Kirel answered without hesitation. Straha was not 
so quick to imitate. Both his eye turrets seemed to regard Atvar for 
a few moments before he too answered just as Kirel had done. Atvar 
noticed, but didn't comment on it next to his other concerns . Both 
subordinates were released and he turned back to the holo-image 
projector . 



"Perplexing." He said to himself. 


3 . Chapter 3 
XX A/N XX 

I guess I should also state some facts will be changed in canon 
happenings for the sake of a sense of realism. This chapter is 
largely a cliff note version of ACS. Also, has anyone realized how 
fast ACS takes place? It took ISAF a year to march across Usea. 
Yuktobania's bigger and Osea marched across that in two 
months . 

X 

March 3rd, 2010: Yuktobania finalizes its complete invasion plan for 
Osea, to be carried out near the end of the year with the intention 
of occupying the Osean Capital of Oured by January next year. The 
first stage of the plan has two main goals. 

The destruction of the Osean Naval Self Defense Force's 3rd Fleet, 
responsible for the country's west coast. Special attention is to be 
given to the three carriers of the fleet: the _Kestral, Buzzard, _and 
_Vulture_. 

The neutralization/capture of Sand Island Air Base, a Osean Air Self 
Defense Force base located in the Ceres Ocean several miles away from 
the mainland and the closest air base to Yuktobania. Plans are make 
to capture it to use as a springboard for invading the 
mainland . 

March 16th: Race probes arrive close enough to begin recording images 
of the Arkbird, ISS, and another set of pictures of the planet 
surface to send back to the Race Conquest Fleet. The probes are 
mistaken as asteroids and go unnoticed by the nations on the ground. 
The images that are relayed back prove extremely shocking to The 
Race. It is decided that the probes will stay hidden in orbit once 
they arrive and transmit as much intelligence as possible back while 
the Conquest Fleet approaches. 

May 1st, 2010: With violence escalating, Emmeria ceases its aid to 
the various Estovakian factions. The Eastern Eaction continues to 
gain ground as it and rival factions join with smaller factions to 
consolidate their power. Conditions in areas controlled by the 
Eastern Eaction start to improve. A report suggests the Aerial Eleet 
initiative will be complete by late 2011. 

July 7th, 2010: With training complete, all X-02s purchased and 
delivered are put into Yuktobanian Air Eorce service. The country 
also finds some success in manufacturing parts for the ADE-01, 
although a functional unit isn't expected till December. 

September 23th, 2010: During an early morning exercise, the Osean 
118th Tactical Tighter Squadron 'Wardog', a training squadron based 
on Sand Island, is attacked by unmarked Yuktobanian aircraft over the 
Ceres Ocean. The attack results in deaths on both sides and leaves 
the squadron with only 4 active pilots, three of them trainees. 

The next day, a Yuktobanian spy plane enters Osean air space but is 



hit by Coastal Defense Force SAMs and retreats. Wardog pursues the 
craft, but is attacked by more unmarked Yuktobanian aircraft. All of 
them are shot down. This and the earlier incident are 
classified . 

September 27th, 2010: Rather than risk more aircraft, Yuktobania 
dispatches a recon ship equipped with UAVs to scout Sand Island. All 
are shot down at the cost of one Osean plane and pilot, who is 
captured. Fearful of losing the element of surprise after so many 
blunders, Yuktobania declares war against Osea and initiates its 
First Strike plan. 

After a day of fighting, the plan fails to meet any of its goals. 
Though two dozen surface warships are sunk, Yuktobania fails to 
destroy any of the 3rd Fleet's carriers at the cost of over 50 of its 
own aircraft and several ships. A late night raid on Sand Island by 
stealth bombers fails to eliminate the base. Yuktobanian Generals 
meet to re-discuss their invasion plan. 

September 28th, 2010: As an international effort, the Arkbird and ISS 
see no conflict. However, all countries quickly pull out following 
the declaration of war. The partially constructed ISS is left 
abandoned, and all non-Osean persons are sent back to 
earth . 

September 30th, 2010: Osea decides to move its carriers into its 
inland sea to protect them from further attack. The Yuktobanian 
_Scinfaxi_, already hidden in the inland sea as part of Yuktobania 's 
now defunct invasion plan, launches aircraft and burst missiles, 
destroying two of the three carriers and even more of Osea's surface 
fleet . 

October 3rd, 2010: Osea decides to weaponize and deploy the Arkbird, 
now solely an Osean craft, to counter the submarine, as was its 
original purpose. Yuktobania gets wind of the effort and deploys 
airborne troops and bombers to the Basset Space center. Despite 
damaging the center, the Mass Driver survives and a laser system is 
sent to the Arkbird for use. 

October 10th, 2010: With the Scinfaxi in support and most of Osea's 
3rd Fleet finally reduced, Yuktobania launches an amphibious assault 
on Sand Island, now defended by a reinforced Wardog Squadron. After 
they sink part of the Yuke fleet, the Scinfaxi attempts to eliminate 
them with burst missiles, but is intercepted by the Arkbird, which 
later damages the sub and forces it to surface where it is sunk by 
Wardog. The tattered remains of the Yuktobanian fleet return 
home . 

October llth-18th, 2010: The drums of war fade as Yuktobania realizes 
it was lost over 40,000 personnel in only a few days without 
accomplishing a single objective. With the Arkbird is orbit to 
dissuade further attacks, and unofficial cease fire takes hold. Osean 
President Vincent Harling offers peace negotiations to 
Yuktobania . 

Frustrated with this turn of events, the Grey Men meet to discuss 
their plans. After the opening period, Yuktobania is completely 
incapable of invading Osea. President Harling' s peace offer also gets 
to them. Determined not to let the war end early, the Grey Men decide 
to get rid of Harling and push Osea to invade Yuktobania, believing 



they will bleed themselves dry on the Yuktobanian 
mainland . 

Discussions are held about retrieving a stockpile of V-1 Tactical 
Nukes hidden after the last war, but the Grey Men decide the step 
isn't necessary yet. 

October 22nd, 2010: President Harling departs for neutral North Point 
for negotiations, and his flight plan is leaked to Yuktobania's 
military government. Three squadrons are sent to down the transport. 
By chance though, the plane transporting him is found and escorted by 
Wardog squadron, who fight off the aggressors. 

The plane is forced to make a crash landing however, and Belkan cells 
in the Osean Military recover him. He is imprisoned in southern Belka 
and the Vice President and Chiefs of Staff take over Osea, 
dissatisfied with Harling' s peaceful track record, and begin planning 
a counter attack. As the peace offering was not made publically, the 
population goes unaware of this. 

October 23rd: 2010: By this point. The Race have established a nearly 
perfect map of national boundaries on the planet. The Circum-Pacif ic 
War and Estovakian Civil War are also known to The Race as its 
analysists go over hours of intercepted combat footage. Seeing the 
native's military equipment in action (not to mention effective) 
proves extremely worrying. Furthermore, after witnessing Yuktobania 
and Osea's powerful manufacturing capability, Atvar begins to 
seriously considering calling off the conquest. 

October 25th, 2010: The Arkbird is damaged by an explosive device 
planted in a supply ship by Grey Men agents. The blast does not 
destroy the spacecraft, but does disable the weapon system and its 
ability to move. Osean military planners decide to put more effort 
into a conventional war against Yuktobania than repair it. The Grey 
Men make plans to take over the Arkbird, just in case. 

November 1st, 2010: Operation Footprint: A regiment of Osean Marines 
land on the hilly Bastok Peninsula in southern Yuktobania to 
establish a beachhead with aid from the Air Force. Though Marine 
aircraft distinguish themselves, particular notice is given to Wardog 
squadron, who were largely responsible for destroying Yuktobania's 
ground fortifications. Osean Divisions are sent to the new beachhead 
while retreating Yuktobanian forces are shot down trying to 
flee . 

Intending to further inflame tensions, a Grey Men cell in the OADF 
attacks a Yuktobania civilian complex around the same time, which 
invites a Yuktobanian terror attack in Osea days later. 

The invasion and transfer of forces is noticed by The Race, who are 
particularly surprised by Osea's successful amphibious assault and 
use of warships. 

November 7th, 2010: A series of protests break out in the countries 
of the eastern Osean continent. Protests are largest in Ustio and 
Sapin, upset that Yuktobania, a country that aided them during the 
Belkan War, has been invaded. Other than voice concerns, the tiny 
countries cannot do much to dissuade Osea from its warpath. 

November 10th: Fearful of the wars enveloping the rest of the world. 



the FCU organizes a massive military exercise with the other nations 
of Usea, including Erusea, to ensure the protection of the 
continent's sovereignty. They are scheduled to take place for the 
first two weeks of December. 

November 13th, 2010: Yuktobania orders the_ Hrimfaxi_, sister ship to 
_Scinfaxi_, to bombard the Osean Beachhead from the Razgriz Straits 
north of Anea. Wardog squadron is dispatched the next day and manage 
to locate and sink the massive warship. Their destructive power, 
combined with the location of the operation, earn the squadron the 
nickname 'Demons of Razgriz', 

November 14th-26th, 2010: Osean forces drive deep into Yuktobania, 
intent of quickly capturing the Capital of Cinigrad to end the war. 
These efforts of largely and publicly aided by Wardog squadron, who 
have been elevated to a level of fame similar to Usean Ace Mobius 

1 . 

November 19th: In an emergency meeting, the Grey Men meet to discuss 
Osea's extremely alarming march across Yuktobania. The focus of the 
meeting is quickly put towards the famous Wardog Squadron or 
'Razgriz' as they've come to be known. The Grey Men resolve that Osea 
cannot win the war, and decide destroying the squadron will go a long 
ways towards breaking and demoralizing Osea's forces. 

In case Osea's gains prove impossible to reverse, it is decided to 
excavate the hidden V-ls. The same day brings news of the successful 
takeover of the Arkbird. The Grey Men investigate the possibility of 
using it to repair the SOLG- an abandoned orbital bombardment weapon 
Osea had started to develop during the Belkan War. 

November 21st: Amateur astronomers begin noticing signs of the Race 
Conquest Fleet, as do some of the smaller governments on the planet. 
The sightings go largely unnoticed or investigated as the world is 
gripped by the Circum-Pacif ic War and the prospect of Osea becoming 
the planet's sole Superpower. 

November 29th, 2010: The Grey Men, through use of cells in both 
militaries, organize a massive Yuktobanian airstrike on November 
City, where the Osean leadership will be giving a speech. The area 
will be patrolled by Wardog squadron and Yuktobania and the Grey Men 
hope both will be wiped out and cripple Osea's efforts. 

Wardog Squadron somehow fight off the massive force at the loss of 
only one of their members. The Osean leadership escape unharmed. The 
Grey Men meet yet again to discuss the issue. 

November 31st, 2010: Slight defensive modifications are made to the 
Arkbird. The Grey Men now have complete, albeit secret, control of 
the Mass Driver. Work resumes on the nearly completed SOLG, with 
supplies sent directly to the station. 

December 1st: 2010: On the 127th _Emperor Hetto_, the Bannership of 
the Conquest Fleet, Fleetlord Atvar makes a decision and calls 
together the other Shiplords to announce whether or not an invasion 
will be carried out. At its current speed, the Fleet is expected to 
be visible from the planet surface in seven days. Within nine days, 
they will be able to land troops on the planet. 


XX A/N XX 



And this is where I stop. I typed up these three chapters in my spare 
time, and no others are prepared. I want to see if there's any real 
interest in these niche categories before I continue on. 


4 . Chapter 4 
XX A/N XX 

Vague geography ahead. Anea is the only continent with a complete map 
and countries marked out. We at least know what countries are on 
Usea. But there's five named countries near Yuktobania and about ten 
smaller ones around it that aren't named. And there's three countries 
between Osea and Leasath and Aurelia. 

Fun fact- Blaze's head can be seen in one of the cutscenes in game 
that proves he was black hair. Most we've ever seen of a PS2 era 
protagonist . 

Some people might gawk at the number of fighters I gave The Race, so 
let me explain how I got close to my number. Between the Air Force 
(Nat. Guard included). Marines, and Navy, the US has about 2000 
fighters. This to about 1,300,000 personnel in the Army and Marines. 

I simply scaled the numbers up to the Race's number of ground 
forces . 

X November 30th, 2010. Southern Yuktobania. X 

"Shit, shit, shit!" The Osean infantryman swore as mortars exploded 
around him, throwing up showers of dirt. Private Willian Guzzo was, 
to use one of the less offensive words in military jargon, fresh. His 
division- the 9th Infantry Division, the thirteenth Osean Army 
division to deploy to Yuktobania- had only arrived in country a week 
ago . 

It was part of the southern front, along with the 2nd Marine Division 
and 6th Infantry Division, which was tasked with pacifying southern 
Yuktobania and securing its border with its three southern neighbors: 
the nation of Verusa, the Republic of Kaluga, and the People's 
Republic of Romny . The city of Gunizudo was the primary objective, 
being the main economic hub between Yuktobania and these three 
nations . 

The Verusan and Kaluga borders had already been secured by the 6th 
Division, leaving only Romny ' s border and Gunizudo to secure. That's 
why the 9th was brought in- to secure the border with Romny and aid 
the Marines attacking Gunizudo from the north by attacking from the 
south. The 3rd Brigade, of which Guzzo was a member of Alpha Company, 
Second Battalion, was the unit ordered to circle around and strike 
the southern flank. 

That had meant driving through the Yuktobanian countryside. Wide open 
fields, in other words. Osean air cover was sparser in this part of 
the country, which explained why Yuktobanian bombers had managed to 
decimate the convoy he was in. The strike had brought two whole 
companies to a halt, and the survivors were forced to scramble soon 
after as Yuktobanian A-lOs arrived to finish the job. 

They certainly lived up to their reputation, although Guzzo would've 



preferred to be on the other end. To make matters even worse, mortars 
had started coming from their right- the same direction Guzzo had 
fled in. 

"Oof!" In his swerving motions to avoid being hit, he'd ending 
falling into a ditch. The shallow water wasn't as bad as the 52 
degrees weather that made standing up nearly unbearable. 

"Nice landing!" Someone shouted, and Guzzo raised his head to see 
another soldier further down the ditch. He stumbled over. "You 
alright?" The same soldier, a corporal, asked. 

"Well, " Guzzo was well known in his unit for keeping a sense of humor 
and his mouth moving no matter what situation they were in, "I wish 
I'd taken my old man's advice and gone to college instead of joining 
up straight outta high school." It had been a whim choice, confident 
in his ability to collect a free paycheck twice a month for a few 
years since the world was all quiet. "You Alpha?" 

"Nah, B Company. Corporal Featon." He pronounced it 
' fate-on ' . 

"Private Guzzo." Both men hit the dirt when a lucky mortar shell 
landed in the ditch a ways down, spraying water over them. 

"Private, you have any idea where those mortars are?" Guzzo shook his 
head. "Shit. Let's just keep our asses parked till it passes." That's 
what they'd been told before hand- Yuktobanian forces in this sector 
were more often than not just conducting hit and run attacks. They 
didn't have many forces down these ways, mostly second line 
motor-rifle divisions. 

End it eventually did, although both riflemen stayed put until they 
heard their comrades up and about. As it turned out, neither had made 
it very far from the road where both company's humvess and trucks sat 
in flames. Dozens of other men were coming up from wherever they'd 
just gone flat on the ground and hoped to not get hit. 

Guzzo only recognized one other person, PEC Nichols, another rifleman 
in his squad. He couldn't spot anyone else though. He'd been gathered 
with all eight of them right until the A-lOs came and they scattered. 
Erom the looks of it, a lot of units seemed to be missing people. 

A surviving lieutenant managed to rally whoever survived to set up a 
perimeter while helicopters from the division came to pick them up. 
Total casualties across both companies were 131: 84 dead, 33 wounded, 
and the rest missing. It was, for many of them, their first taste of 
combat . 

And what a bitter taste it was. 

X December 1st, 2010. 127th _Emperor Hetto_. X 

The Conquest was to go ahead as planned, or under modified plans 
anyway. It had not been an easy decision to make, and it was a 
decision made on reasons Atvar had never anticipated he'd he to 
confront. It wasn't hard for any other male to see their leader's 
mental state had changed in the recent months. 


Tosev 3 was part of it. Despite so many similarities to The Race's 



own society, a lot of it deviated from all forms of common sense and 
knowledge The Race had accumulated over its vast history. Its Empires 
were capable of reaching space, but were still separated and fighting 
among each other. Its rate of technological growth was still 
incomprehensible. And what social habits the probes had picked up 
made absolutely no sense to even the Fleet's scientists. To males 
who ' d lived their lives in perfect order and confidence in the 
natural state of all of existence, it was maddening to take in. 

Some days leading up to their arrival, Atvar had completely forgotten 
the original reason they'd been sent to this planet. The more 
intercepted images they got, the more Atvar was convinced there was 
more to lose than just a new planet for their Empire if he turned 
around. The Tosevites were violent, they grew technologically at an 
extreme rate, and they were already grasping at the basics of space 
technology . 

They were a threat, or at least could very well become one shortly at 
the pace they were going. 

That idea was perhaps the most unbelievable to come to any male's 
mind in centuries. The Race had enjoyed complete control and 
prosperity over the known universe for thousands of years. But should 
another species take to the stars, something Tosevites certainly 
seemed capable of, all that would be threatened, and by extension The 
Race itself would be threatened. 

It was with that thought at the front of his mind that Atvar made the 
decision to continue with the Conquest and started drawing a new 
plan. Even with how advanced the Tosevites were, Atvar remained 
confident his forces were capable enough to wrest control of the 
planet from them. They had the advantage of numbers. Their forces 
were unified in a single command whereas the Tosevite nations 
weren't, and thus less effective in organizing a planet-wide 
defense . 

There was the issue of logistics though. The fleet had brought plenty 
of munitions with it, but as many targets as there now were, they'd 
go through it fast. The Fleet had factory ships that could convert 
raw resources into equipment for their forces to use, but only on a 
small scale that wouldn't support even a tenth of their total forces 
if they in constant fighting. 

To that regard, Atvar had looked to the Tosevites themselves. They 
seemed to have as much industrial capacity on this planet as there 
was on Home. If his forces could capture some, an easy task 
considering a lot of it seemed undefended at the moment, and destroy 
the rest, success was certain. 

There were other issues, most of all being the weather on some parts 
of the planet seemed atrocious at this time of its rotation about the 
sun. But if the Tosevites could survive and fight in such conditions, 
surely The Race could as well. 

Another, slightly more disturbing thing they'd learned was that the 
planet had survived meteor impacts only a short time ago. It wasn't 
surprising, given how cluttered this solar system seemed to those of 
the other planets in the Empire. But even that event had had an 
astronomically small chance of happening, and a repeat even more so. 
The planet could still be colonized. 



It was possible. And even though all three species in the Empire 
depending on certainty more than possibilities, possible was the best 
answer in this scenario. It could work. The Race would make it work. 
They _had _to make it work. 

Atvar had likely made his decision earlier, but it was only then that 
he was resolute enough in it to call the shiplords together and 
inform them of it. By the time they'd all arrived at the Bannership, 
Atvar knew it was too late to go back. From here, it was either 
success of failure. Even in the unlikely event of the later, Atvar 
could at least be glad in the fact the Tosevite's growth would be 
stunted long enough to warn the rest of the Empire. 

"In spite of thesea€ 1 troubling developments, I have decided we will 
continue with the Conquest as the Emperor has ordered us." All 
present cast their eyes to the ground. "Remember: We are The Race. We 
control an Empire stretching across the star. These Tosevites are 
only one planet. Even less, they are factions on one planet. We are 
far more powerful than they could ever hope to be!" 

"Truth." Several shiplords agreed at once. 

"I will admit some of their advancements area€ 1 troubling . " An image 
came up on the holo-pro jector of two artificial structures in orbit 
above the planet. One appeared to be an observation station of some 
sort, although in an uncompleted state. The other appeared to be an 
orbital bombardment weapon, a concept The Race had previously thought 
of, but never saw any reason to pursue. Unlike the first structure, 
there seemed to be Tosevites working on the second. "Stamping out 
what little progress they have made in space will be simple; we can 
capture these structures by use of shutt lecraft . " 

"This orbital craft they call the... 'Arkbird' is only an unarmed 
experiment from what we tell and will be no issue." Atavr went on, 
referring to the great white ship they'd seen around the planet. "The 
planet surface it self a€ 1 will be more difficult." 

"But a plan to compensate for that has been made, Exhalted 
Fleetlord?" Straha spoke up, an act that earned him surprised glances 
from the other shiplords. Atvar hid his annoyance. Of course Straha 
would speak up; he wanted to claim responsibility for the role he'd 
had in said plan. Atvar still remembered the conversation the two 
males had had after Straha came to visit the Fleetlord. 

X A week ago X 

"If I may, Fleetlord?" Straha bowed respectfully. 

"Proceed." Atvar granted. Straha was an unconventional male, but 
Atvar had grown weary in recent days of other shiplords confidently 
dismissing such monumental changes and insisting The Race was more 
than capable of easy subjecting the natives. Hearing something 
different would be a break. 

"Have you considered using our stockpile of explosive metal bombs?" 

He asked, referring to the powerful and terrible explosives carried 
by the fleet. No male had seriously considered they'd be needed, 
given the technological inferiority of the previous conquests. It was 
a matter of norms, just like why they'd brought so many tanks and 



killercraft against an expected weak foe: They were going for a war, 
so they prepared for every possible aspect of war. 

"In aa€ 1 unconvent ional way, should I decide to go through with the 
invasion." Atvar responded. In the past weeks of reading hundreds of 
reports and theories by scientists and analysists daily and trying to 
come up with some possible plan of success, the Fleetlord had been 
under great stress and some very disturbing and unconventional 
thoughts had crossed his mind. 

In a few fleeting moments of tiredness, the idea had briefly crossed 
his mind of just using the Fleet's entire stock on the planet and 
leave it, telling the Colonization Fleet behind them to turn back. No 
trying to wrap their heads around the mysterious Tosevites, no worry 
about males dying in a war that would certainly cause death, and no 
more worrying about the threat this planet could pose to The Empire. 
But that was unrealistic- they only had enough bombs to completely 
devastate the landmass called Usea, and maybe have a few left over. 
That realization had been part of the reason Atvar realized only an 
invasion stood a chance of preventing the natives from becoming a 
threat . 

"Detonating them in the atmosphere would create an EMP effect that 
would destroy their electronics . " Atvar explained. "This should 
weaken them enough that our forces can defeat them, and we do not 
damage the planet for the Colonization Eleet." Strata nodded in 
agreement as he spoke, but had more to say. 

"Eleetlord, have you yet seen the Tosevite explosive metal bombs?" He 
asked, and Atvar had to avoid hissing in annoyance. He'd seen that 
recording: seven explosive metal bombs all going off together. It did 
not appear to have occurred during the current conflicts on the 
planet, but rather one in their history. He knew, but he did not like 
it . 

"Yes. What are you attempted to convey. Strata?" Atvar 
questioned . 

"Our scientists are quite certain that the natives reacted very 
negatively to this event. It even stopped that war. If we were to 
deploy our own against their forces, they would surrender quickly 
just as they did in that last war." He explained. 

"And we wouldn't have to contaminate the planet too badly." Straha 
went on. "This EmpireaC 1 Osssea . " He pronounced the name carefully. 
Though they introduced their language, customs, and government to 
their subjects. The Race did not tend to change the names of the 
local areas. "All their forces are not there, and would quickly fall 
apart when we captured the land supplying them. Surely you've 
considered this?" 

"I have." Atvar confirmed. He'd seen it as an alternative to facing 
their military forces, which seemed quite large compared to other 
empires on the planet. They would capture their industrial areas as 
well, a very important gain. As long as they destroyed those boats 
they were using, he didn't have to worry about the forces coming back 
either. That was curious still, using boats in a military 
role . 


"That still leaves the other major Tosevite powera€ 1 Yuk . . to . . . bania . 



Straha had to take his time to say it. Such an unusual language these 
natives spoke in, or some of the languages anyway; there seemed to be 
dozens. "Many of their military forces are massed near Osea's. Were 
we to drop one or maybe two explosive metal bombs, we'd deal severe 
casualties to both their forces. The two strongest powers on the 
planet, eliminated as a threat at the cost of only a very small area 
made radioactive." 

Atvar considered it for a few brief moments, his tail stump twitching 
in agitation as he realized Straha made a very good, if radical, 
plan. Atvar already planned on ordering bombings of Tosevite cities 
to lower their morale, but this idea also had merit. The ends were 
tempting, very tempting. But Atvar had no desire to immediately 
subjugate himself. 

"I'll consider your proposal, Shiplord. You are dismissed." Atvar 
sent him off. Straha bowed his head and departed, probably already 
knowing even then he'd have his way. 

X Present X 

"I repeat, this is only a limited deployment of our explosive metal 
bombs." Atvar stressed. A few of the shiplords seemed to approve of 
the idea. Most, however, seemed surprised. Atvar pushed on with the 
meeting. "I do not want to delay any longer, so our starships will be 
landing as soon as it is safely practicable. Our invasion plan is as 
follows . " 

There were several types of starships in the fleet for various 
purposes, and two that carried the Race's troops. One was a 
killercraft carrying ship, of which there were 80 in the Fleet. Each 
one carried approximately 600 killercraft, 200 transport craft and 50 
refueling craft and was capable of launching them and picking them up 
in high orbit. This would be necessary at first until appropriate air 
bases could be set up on the surface. The second carried the ground 
troops of The Race. One ship carried 60,000 males, 900 land cruisers, 
1800 troopcarriers , and 600 helicopters organized into six equal 
'Large Combat Groups' that included combat and support forces. 

"Our killercraft carrying ships will enter orbit first. 

ThisaCl 'Arkbird' is within the range of some killercraft weapons, and 
can be destroyed. All of our killercraft will descend from orbit and 
strike Tosevite target sa€ 1 including using the explosive metal 
bombsaC 1 before the starships carrying our ground forces land. More 
precise targets will be distributed after the meeting. Based on the 
geography and military strength of the Empires, I've come up with a 
new plan of force deployment." Atvar waved at a technician, who 
replaced the image on the projector to the plan he'd crafted over the 
past twenty revelations of the planet. 

The map showed the four inhabited continental landmasses, the borders 
of the countries on each, and the starships and number of Race forces 
to be deployed on each. 900,000 infantry males were dedicated to the 
continent 'Usea', as well as 4,800 killercraft. More than half of 
those were dedicated to the Empire referred to as 'ECU', given its 
military strength. One starship was to land on 'North Point', and 
conquer that. None of the other islands were under consideration; 
they were seen as of little military importance. 


The continent of 'Anea' had been marked with 1,200,000 infantry males 



and 5,400 killercraft. Half of those forces were delegated to the 
smaller eastern Empire 'Estovakia' due to the horrific violence 
taking place there now. 390,000 were tasked with the Empire called 
'Emmeria', including a large island that was apparently part of it. 
The rest of the troops were to take the last Empire on the landmass: 
Nordennavic, or the largest islands of it anyway. 

The map differentiated the continent called 'Osea' and the Empire of 
the same name. A whole 3,000,000 infantry males was tasked for the 
continent along with 9,600 killercraft, 2,100,000 and 6,600 of those 
to the Empire Osea itself despite being undefended. 600,000 males and 
1,800 killercraft were tasked for the smaller Empires north and east 
of Osea: 'Wellow, Belka, Ustio, Sapin, Recta, Gebet, Eato, Ratio, 

Wielvakia, and Nordlands ' . The rest was to land in the southern 
Empires of 'Leasath' and 'Aurelia' and work their way north to 
conquer all five countries south of Osea. 

The entirety of the remaining forces, nearly 9 million infantry 
males, were tasked to subjugate the final continental mass- Verusa. 
Eive million infantry males and 12,000 killercraft alone were to land 
in the Empire ' Yuktobania ' , since it was the site of the most 
violence on the planet. Two groups of two million males and 1,200 
killercraft were to land west and south of Yuktobania and conquer the 
smaller countries there. 

The assembled shiplords all looked at the map displayed on the 
holo-pro jector or examined it more closely on personal information 
devices. Atvar watched them and waited to see if any would ask 
questions or bring a matter up. Truthfully, even he could see flaws 
in his own plan- he worried he was not deploying enough forces to 
successful occupy the smaller Empires. 

"Eleetlord." A shiplord of one of the killercraft carrying ships 
spoke up, sounding cautious- questioning a superior's plan was also 
rare in The Race. "These plans only account for 2/3rds of our 
killercraft in the second stage. Surely we would want to employ all 
of them?" That was a question Atvar had expected, and one he only 
reluctantly gave out an explanation for. 

"These numbers incorporate possible casualties for our killercraft 
during the first stage." He explained, and immediately heard an 
outbreak of hisses and murmurs as such an idea first popped into 
their heads. The idea of losing males in combat was alien to many, no 
doubt. The technological gap had ensured the previous two conquests 
suffered no combat casualties. There 'd been only a few in both 
instances, all do to a rare accident . 

"However, these are only initial plans." Atvar went on. "I remain 
confident in our capabilities and will assign whatever surplus 
killercraft there are to the appropriate efforts." Privately, Atvar 
was placing his hopes on Osea falling quickly to Race forces; two 
million males and 6,000 killercraft were a lot, and he was certain 
that more forces would be needed elsewhere on the planet. 

Despite Strata having set an example, no other shiplords came forward 
to voice concerns over the plan and accepted it as was. Many of them 
seemed just as confident and sure as they'd always been, believing 
the conquest would be a quick and easy affair. 


Even with all the evidence to the contrary staring him in the snout 



Atvar still hoped so too. 

X December 3rd, 2010. Sand Island AFB . X 

Like any professional Air Force, the OADF had rules against 
fraternization, rules that covered a wide arrangement of behaviors. 
The two people in the Sand Island Air Base break room- one male, one 
female, both with black hair- seemed unconcerned about them as they 
were more or less slumped against each other on the couch in a state 
of slumber. Both had the rank insignias for Captain. The man's name 
tag read 'Austin'. The woman's read 'Nagase'. 

Another individual entered the break room, this one younger and with 
a ginger set of hair. When he noticed the other two were asleep, he 
turned to leave, and ended up smacking into the wall. The sound was 
enough to wake the others and make them jump up. 

"Oh, Grimm." Andrew Austin recognized his wingman and calmed down. 
"You scared us." Both individuals sat back down and rubbed their 
eyes. All three pilots of Wardog Squadron (or Razgriz, as they were 
being called) were tired and on edge. Their bodies had all been 
pushed to the limits in the past months as they were constantly put 
out on combat sorties against Yuktobania. 

"S-sorry. Captain." Grimm recovered from his embarrassment. "I didn't 
want to wake you and Captain Nagase while you were sleeping." 

"Well, I'm up." Andrew rose from the couch again, this time slowly to 
keep his aching body from screaming in protest. Nagase hadn't said 
anything and seemed to have fallen back asleep. She'd slept a lot 
since their last sortie. Andrew had been sleeping a lot since 
November City too. "What is it?" 

"I just thought you'd want to know. Captain." Grimm explained. "Our 
new planes just arrived." Even though they'd survived the fight over 
November City, their planes had taken a lot of damage. Replacements 
had been ordered. 

He glanced through the window blinds to see three planes being guided 
to the hangers: F-35As just like they'd had before. They were 
relatively new craft in the Osean Air Defense Force brought in as a 
cheaper alternative to the F/A-22. They originated from Belka, and 
Osea now had the official rights to reproduce the aircraft 
(Yuktobania had deployed some C variants from the Scinfaxi as well, 
no one knew where they'd gotten the design documents) . Fast, agile, 
and boasting a reduced radar signature, it was easily amongst the 
best planes available to Osea. 

"Good." Andrew nodded. 

"Captain?" Grimm asked after glancing to make sure the third member 
of their squadron was still asleep. "Are you and Captain Nagase 
alright? Neither of you have been up much." 

"Just tired." Andrew stretched, deciding he wasn't getting back to 
sleep, and started walking towards the kitchen for some coffee. Grimm 
followed. "Tell me, Grimm. How long have you been in the 
OADF?" 


"Uhh." It took the younger man a few moments to recall. "Only five 



months, sir. 


"Nagase and me have only been in for seven." Andrew told him. Andrew 
Austin had joined the OADF out of college as part of the ROTC 
scholarship he'd used to get his education. He'd intended to do his 
six years and get out. He hadn't even been assigned to a real 
squadron before the war broke out. 

The whole event had severely changed the 23 year old's life. He'd 
suddenly found himself the leader of a squadron and responsible for 
those in it. And though he'd never hoped to fight in a war, he'd 
ended up proving tremendously talented in it and was now at the very 
front of it. The days flew by as half of them were spent in the air, 
and the only thing he had time to focus on was trying to protect 
those in his squadron. 

That was the one thing he was trying to do above all else: keep his 
friends alive. 

"Neither of us ever expected to be where we are." Andrews explained 
after taking a sip. The hot liquid slightly rejuvenated him. "Both of 
us never really expected to be fighting a war like this. We're tired 
of it, and all these sorties aren't good for our health. And now with 
Choppera€ 1 " He trailed off and both young men shook their 
heads . 

"Buta€lthe war will be over soon, right?" Grimm asked. "The news is 
saying we're less than 100 miles from Cinigrad." 

"I hope." Andrew nodded. "It'll be nice to finally see the world at 
peace again." 

"Yeaha€l" Grimm agreed. "Captain Nagase ' s looking forward to 
that . " 

"We all are." Andrew nodded. "We do what we have to for peace." It 
was a peculiar belief, and one that had gotten more than a few raised 
eyebrows from the people who heard it. Maybe it was even 
hypocrit leal , coming from the squadron that had killed around 4,000 
Yuktobanians between them. But it was their genuine belief. It was in 
the name of their country's armed forces, even: Osean Air Defense 
Force, or the Osean Maritime Defense Force. Defense Forces. They 
defended peace, and that entailed fighting the nation that had 
shattered the world's peace. 

"You're looking dead on your feet." Andrew commented, looking at the 
dark spots underneath his wingman's eyes, indicating he was having an 
opposite problem since they lost Wardog 3. "Try and go get some 
sleep, Grimm. We'll need rest for wherever they send us next." 

"Yes sir." The younger man didn't argue. Andrew watched him go before 
leaving the kitchen and heading back to the lounge where Kei was, 
still asleep. He grabbed a blanket from a nearby chair and carefully 
laid it over her before heading to his own room, intent on something 
other than sleep. 

On his desk, underneath the light of a lamp, was a vanilla folder 
whose contents he'd had a hard time acquiring, due in no small part 
to its classified nature. It was a report of the massive air battle 
over November City. Thanks to the hundreds of cameras that had been 



at the event, the OADF had been able to quickly compile a thorough 
report on how the Yuke aircraft had got in, and how the battle had 
unfolded . 

Forty Yuktobanian fighters, and later a squadron of stealth bombers. 
It amazed even Wardog that they'd held out against those odds. Blaze 
kept their formation tight, fired only when they knew it would hit, 
and outmaneuvered most of what was fired at them. And yet it hadn't 
been enough to keep Chopper alive. The barracks were a lot quieter 
now that he was gone. 

That was why he'd been looking over the report during his waking 
moments. His orders had been good, but not good enough. There was no 
guarantee, especially if Cinigrad was their next target, Wardog 
wouldn't find itself in another mess like that. Andrew had to find 
out where it had gone wrong, and how to prevent it again. 

He was the squadron leader. He had to keep them safe, no matter what 
they faced. 

XX A/N XX 

It's all on the table now. Come up and place your bets now, folks. 
It's about to get interesting. 


5 . Chapter 5 

Author's Note: For future reference Strangereal does have time zones 
or a Usean time zone at least, so simultaneous events may be 
happening on two different days. The sun rises in the east, so here' 
how I'm pretty sure it is. I am by no means a science expert, so 
someone correct me if I'm wrong. 

Midday December 10th in Usea would amount to morning the next day in 
Osea and the late hours of the 10th in Verusa and Anea. Midday in 
Osea would amount to late night in Usea and morning the next day in 
Verusa and Anea. And midday in Verusa and Anea would amount to late 
night in Osea and early morning the next day in Usea. Hope this 
clarifies things. 

Also, I dun goofed on the last chapter. Leasath and Aurelia aren't 
directly south of Osea; there's about three countries between them. 
Here's an idea for Ace Combat 7, since they're taking it back to SR- 
a full map would be nice. 

X 

December 2nd: The OFS _Kestral_, held in reserve up north due to the 
destruction of its Naval Air Wing, intercepts a coded Belkan message 
intended for the Grey Men. The Captain orders it decoded, suspicious 
of its intent. 

In Yuktobania, Osean armored forces attempt to capture Cruik 
Fortress, a massive fortification in the way of Cinigrad. The air 
squadron assigned for support is decimated in minutes and an Osean 
armored brigade is destroyed. 

In Usea, ISAF wargames begin despite reservations the conditions are 
similar to those which kicked off the First Usean Continental 



War . 


December 4th: With more air cover, Osean forces attempt once more to 
take Cruik Fortress. They are again repulsed with heavy losses. 

In the Conquest Fleet, all killercraft pilots have been briefed on 
their highly important mission. Killercraft males being chosen 
especially for their aggressiveness, they are eager to meet their 
Tosevite counterparts. 

December 5th: Captain Andersen of the _Kestral_ discovers the Grey 
Men's existence and their deeds through more intercepted 
communicat ions . However, he is not immediately sure what to do about 
the matter. He does order a Belkan cargo ship smuggling aircraft 
seized, however, to interrogate its crew. 

December 6th: Osean forces launch another assault on Cruik Fortress, 
this time with support from Wardog Squadron. The mission is an 
astounding success, and Osean Army units begin charging forward. The 
only thing beyond is Cinigrad. 

Returning to Sand Island Air Base that evening, Wardog squadron is 
intercepted by Grey Men jammers and fighters smuggled into 
Yuktobania. Despite being unarmed and outnumbered, they manage to 
outmaneuver the Belkans and flee back home. 

Having anticipated this, the Grey Men order their cells to paint 
Wardog as Yuktobanian spies so that they are killed. Despite this 
sounding far-fetched. Sand Island's base commander is convinced and 
orders the base's security forces on alert. 

December 7th: Wardog flees Sand Island in stolen training jets and is 
pursued by the Grey Men's OADF cell. They manage to escape them 
through low flying and utilizing local volcanic activity to hide 
themselves. They are discovered by a lone fighter from the _Kestral_, 
who orders them to bail out before shooting down their planes. To 
Osea and the Grey Men, it appears Wardog Squadron have been 
killed . 

In reality. Captain Andersen ordered them rescued after learning of 
their framing. All pilots are taken to the _Kestral _and the 
situation is explained in full to them. Everyone present vows to stop 
the Grey Men and their plans. 

December 8th: The massive Race Conquest Fleet finally arrives close 
enough to earth to be seen by all, sending a massive shock across the 
entire planet. Panic sets in across the world and states of emergency 
are declared across various countries as militaries are quickly 
ordered to alert and world leaders are hidden away. Hasty attempts 
are made to contact the new arrivals, a effort hampered by the 
disassembly/destruct ion of various space programs over the past 
decade . 

In Usea, the FCU calls together all Usean nations to reaffirm the 
solidity of ISAF and defense of the entire continent in case the 
aliens prove hostile, although their intentions aren't yet known. 
Erusea is officially sworn in as a member of the coalition. Due to 
the exercises taking place, all seven militaries are already deployed 
and armed for possible conflict. The ECU deploys some anti-air forces 
to its neighbors. 



In Estovakia, the now two-faction civil war enters a temporary cease 
fire as the populace, isolated to their own troubles for the past 
several years, wonder what has just happened. Neighboring Emmeria 
calls for representatives from both factions as well from the Kingdom 
of Nordennavic to discuss the safety of Anea. The Eastern Eaction 
leadership, still distrustful of Emmeria for supporting its rivals, 
nonetheless sends a representative. Despite its strict neutrality for 
centuries, Nordennavic agrees to send a representative as well. 

All guns fall silent in Yuktobania as well, just on the verge of an 
Osean assault on Cinigrad. Panic erupts in Osea over the realization 
most of their ground forces are across the ocean, and only a few 
squadrons of aircraft and Special Eorces teams are there to protect 
it. A regiment of Osean Marines is quickly gathered in Yuktobania to 
be sent back to Oured, but are not due to arrive for three days. 

The Grey Men lose contact with the SOLG team the same day, and the 
Belkan patriots are left completely stunned at this sudden change. 
They quickly order agents and cells home, and begin mobilizing their 
small armed wing. 

The five countries that maintain small stockpiles of nuclear weapons- 
Osea, Yuktobania, the ECU, Leasath, and secretly Belka- order the 
weapons prepared just in case. However, due to recent peace treaties, 
the nations have only 70 warheads between them, far less than the 
Conquest Eleet. 

December 9th: Messages in several languages are transmitted to the 
Eleet requesting communicat ions with them, but go unanswered. They 
are received, and even partly understood, but The Race is in no mood 
to talk after observing the Tosevite militaries mobilizing. 

Despite the chaos engulfing the world, the survivors of Wardog launch 
an operation to rescue President Harling from his prison in southern 
Belka. It proves successful and he is quickly rushed back to the 
_Kestral_. His commitment to stop the Grey Men and the war is quickly 
overshadowed by the new threat in the sky. 

On Anea, the four representatives meet and agree, at least 
temporarily, to a defensive alliance in case of attack. The military 
leadership of the Eastern Eaction consider revealing the existence of 
the Aerial Eleet project, but decide against it for the time 
being . 

Some two hundred Osean fighters and ground attack planes return to 
their home country from Yuktobania. Troops in training are hurriedly 
ordered from their bases to defend key positions. The rest of its 
ground forces in Yuktobania are ordered to dig in until an evacuation 
can be arranged. The OMDE is ordered to stay in the Ceres Ocean to 
keep Osean supply lines open. Yuktobanian troops, many inexperienced, 
are already dug in and expect the worse. 

By this point, over 1,000 human aircraft of various nations are 
patrolling the skies, the first line of the planet's 
defense . 

December lOth/llth: Race starships arrive in orbit and are finally 
able to dispatch their forces. As planned, EMBs are detonated over 
the main continental landmasses. Many aircraft, mostly older models. 



are knocked out of the sky by the resulting EMP although most 
equipment on the ground is protected. Damage is done to civilian 
structures as well. The EMBs deployed, 21,000 Race killercraft 
descend from their ships in orbit to strike Tosevite targets. The 
alien's intentions now complete clear, the human powers prepare to 
fight their new and unexpected enemy. 

Seventy killercraft are ordered to down the Arkbird. With warning 
from the ground, the Grey Men contingent on board have the defensive 
weapons and laser module ready. A sweep of the laser manages to 
destroy nine of them right away, alarming the Race pilots who quickly 
call in more killercraft. Despite shooting down 67 killercraft as 
they approach from various directions, the Arkbird takes numerous 
long-range missiles strikes and plummets into the Ceres Ocean in 
flames. The Tosevite 's only link to space gone. The Race turn to the 
planet surface. 

Usea: Midday on December 10th, 3,000 Race killercraft approach the 
continent from six different directions. Despite ECU assistance. 

North Point's meager military is quickly decimated at the cost of 
only 37 killercraft. Eurther bombs are dropped across the island 
country killing thousands, including most of the country's civilian 
leadership . 

San Salvacion, plotted as a major landing point due to its desert 
landscape, is also quickly swarmed. Anti-air sites around the city of 
San Salvacion, the nation's capital, manage to shoot down the wave of 
60 killercraft sent at it with Air Eorce assistance. However, the 
nation's aerial forces south of the Lambert Mountains are quickly 
destroyed. Infantry forces hidden in the mountains manage to shoot 
down several killercraft passing over with MANPADs, but its other 
Army forces are thoroughly bombed, as are its cities. By the time the 
bombings end, San Salvacion 's capital is the only unscathed city and 
60% of its military has been destroyed. Only 79 killercraft are shot 
down . 

Belarus, located along Usea's northern coast, finds itself aided by 
the snowy December weather. Snow, a completely foreign condition to 
any species of The Race's Empire, impedes many killercraft as they 
descend on the nation. Several end up crashing due to poor 
visibility. Others have trouble locating human targets. The 56 
fighters of Belarus' Air Eorce, however, are used to the weather and 
use it to ambush Race flights. Navy ships also manage to down several 
Race killercraft that stumble into range. Belarus survives the first 
wave with minimum damage. Race forces retreat, having lost 83 
killercraft to combat. 

The Independent State of Ugellas is completely destroyed during the 
bombings in south San Salvacion. 12% percent of its population is 
killed, and another 60% are rendered homeless. 

Aided by its squadron of E/A-lSCs, Amber's six ship Navy successfully 
engages and destroys a group of 30 killercraft who approach the 
country from the gulf, with assistance from Erusian fighters on the 
nearby peninsula. Additional planes that attack from above are 
intercepted by Amber fighters and AA defenses on the ground. Mobius 
Squadron alone, equipped with X-02s and E/A-22s, manage to down 40 
killercraft without loss. The rest of Amber's fighter wing, however, 
is shot down and two frigates are later sunk. Amber escapes major 
bombing of its cities, and destroys 91 Race killercraft. 



The recently rearmed Erusea puts up a heavy resistance to the 600 
killercraft that swarm its borders. As in San Salvacion, MANPAD armed 
infantry in the Amber and Lambert Mountains prove annoyances to Race 
aircraft. AA defenses set up in Whisky Corridor, the narrowest point 
between the two mountains, manage to down 67 killercraft. The 
reformed Erusian Navy manages to defend Earbanti from intensive 
attack, shooting down 87 Race planes and losing four ships. It's Air 
Eorce, still staffed by some fortunate survivors of the war, down 47 
killercraft at the loss of 26. Though some cities are bombed, Erusea 
and its air defense units survive the initial attack while downing 
just over 240 killercraft. 

The ECU receives the brunt of the enemy offensive, and over 600 Air 
Eorce and Navy fighters, including 170 X-02s, are in the air when The 
Race arrives. With anti-air defenses around most major population 
centers and coastlines, the ECU manages to lure Race forces away from 
bombing most of their cities. The X-02 squadrons, which Race radars 
cannot detect, easily approach and destroy Race formations before 
they realize they are under attack. The ECU's fleet of 72 E/A-22s 
have similar luck. 

In the 2 hour long battle that follows, the ECU manages to shoot down 
1,211 killercraft, 70% them falling the highly connected, nationwide 
ground based air-defense system the ECU developed after the 2nd 
Continental War ended. However, nearly a fifth of the system is 
bombed and destroyed and much of the stored ammunition is used up. 

The ECU loses 268 aircraft, including 32 Wyverns and 17 Raptors. 

The Race's first strike on Usea results in a 58% casualty rate. 
However, the humans have suffered severe casualties as well and, 
unlike the Race, have no more forces in reserve. 

Anea: Nordennavic ' s Navy, the island nation's strongest branch, 
consolidates itself around the home islands while part of its Air 
Eorce joins Emmerian patrols around Khesed. As per agreement, 

Emmerian aircraft join Eastern Eaction and Lyes United Eront air 
patrols over Estovakia. The attack comes in late evening hours of the 
10th. 

Half of the 4,200 killercraft that attack Anea head straight for 
Estovakia, intent on stamping out one of the most violent Empires on 
the planet. Instead, they fly right into a mess of experienced 
Estovakian pilots and anti-air forces, as well as well-equipped 
Emmerian pilots. The skies above Estovakia turn into a mess as 
anti-air fire, planes, and missiles fill the air for only an hour 
before it's over. Of the 2,100 killercraft to attack the nation, over 
900 are shot down. The Eastern Eaction' s Air Eorce and ground units 
survive, but the LUE suffers severe casualties and nearly 100 
Emmerian aircraft are lost. Given the darkness and the choice to turn 
off as many lights as possible, Estovakia manages to avoid 
significant bombings. 

700 Killercraft target Nordennavic, but are impaired by the late 
winter weather combined with the dark. As was the case in Delarus, 
several crash, and others are unable to find their targets. 
Nordennavic ' s military sheds blood for the first time and downs over 
200 killercraft over their home before the rest are ordered to join 
the attack on Emmeria instead. 



The Emmerian Capital of Gracemeria is visited by several hundred 
killercraft, and the Emmerian Air Eorce, Army, and Navy meet them 
head on. The Emmerian 2nd Eleet flagship _Marigold_ directs Navy 
anti-air operations from Gracemeria 's harbor, and the Navy is 
eventually responsible for half of the 263 killercraft shot down 
during the attack at the cost of no ships. Gracemeria is bombed 
however, and over 40 Air Force fighters are lost. 

Another concentrated Race attack focuses on San Loma, an industrial 
port city in western Emmeria. As in Gracemeria, the Emmerian military 
gives them a hard welcome with minor aid from Nordennavic Air Force 
fighters. Several industrial sites are bombed, three ships are sunk, 
and 34 aircraft from the two nations are shot down. However, over 
some 100 killercraft are shot down in the engagement. 

Khesed Island fares worst of Anea, given its sparser military 
presence. The 90 Emmerian and Nordennavic fighters on patrol are 
unable to resist for long the killercraft sortie sent to bomb the 
island. Thousands are killed as the island is bombed and dozens of 
human fighters are shot down to the cost of only 41 killercraft. 
Emmerian defenses on the ground only manage to shoot down 32 
killercraft . 

The first strike on Anea leaves the human powers all wounded but 
still standing. The Race suffer 31% casualties. 

Osean Continent: 4,800 killercraft attack the continent in the early 
hours of December 11th, with efforts focused mainly in the eastern 
and southern countries. 

Given its intent as a manufacturing base, Osea is not as heavily 
bombed as the other nations. Race killercraft do bomb its coastal 
SAMs, port facilities, and the Basset Space Center however. Main 
focus though it on the Osean aircraft still stationed there. 321 
killercraft are shot down attempting to destroy Osea's elaborate 
coastal defenses, and 54% of the system survives. 154 killercraft are 
shot down in combat with the OADF forces still stationed in Osea, but 
over 100 Osean fighters are shot down, gutting what relatively little 
defense the country still had. 

Belka and Wellow are thought as demilitarized by The Race and spared. 
While the truth is both are officially, through treaty and choice 
respectively, the Belkan Grey Men are in fact active in Belka and 
attack Race aircraft as they fly over southern Belka, downing two 
dozen killercraft. Due to the snowstorms in most of Belka at the 
time. Race killercraft choose to avoid them and focus on the eastern 
countries, mostly free of snow. 

Ustio, Sapin, and Gebet, allies in the Belkan War, aren't able to put 
up too much of a defense. All three country's militaries are bombed 
into the ground at the cost of only 70 killercraft between them. The 
results are similar in the rest of the eastern countries, and by the 
end the Race only loses 115 killercraft while successfully crippling 
the forces of the eastern countries. 

Leasath and Aurelia suffer intense bombing efforts as well. Working 
separately, both countries engage Race aerial forces as they attack 
from both the south and from Osea. Owing to its Fascist Government, 
Leasath had pulled up more than 40,000 new troops from reserve forces 
since the Race were spotted. Many of these reservists man anti-air 



guns around the country. Though many are killed, they contribute to 
the 299 killercraft shot down over Leasath. The country's regular 
forces and cities are still bombed, however. 

Aurelia's Navy, boasting a carrier purchased from Osea two years ago, 
manages to delay the southern group from reaching the mainland for 
several minutes before all ships are sunk. Having expended most of 
their ground ordinance against the ships. Race killercraft are 
successfully engaged by Aurelian AA on the ground once they do reach 
the actual country. Due in part to the sacrifice of 16,000 brave 
sailors, most of middle and northern Aurelia escapes unscathed. 
Military casualties are still high, however. 

The assault leaves Osea open to Race taking and the other countries 
in no place to successfully resist. This theater proves the most 
successful for the Race, despite a still high 27% casualty 
rate . 

Verusa: The other 8,500 killercraft, including one carrying an 
explosive metal bomb, are sent to attack the continent in the dead of 
the night. A special emphasis is placed of the razing of Yuktobania, 
and 7,000 killercraft fly into the country expecting to bomb its 
cities into the ground. 

Instead, they find a mess even greater than that of Estovakia. 
Thousands of anti-air guns and SAM batteries from both Osea and 
Yuktobania are scattered throughout the country, and killercraft 
aren't safe no matter where they go. Now working together rather than 
against each other, several hundred Osean and Yuktobania fighters 
rise to greet the largest killercraft groups at high altitude and 
trigger several massive dogfights that light up the skies above. 

Osean F/A-22s and Yuktobanian X-02s, with the night at their aid, 
replicate the ECU's success at stealthily tearing apart Race 
formations . 

What killercraft do avoid the clusters of chaos are engaged by the 
anti-air defenses on the ground. Though soon to lose their supply 
base, Osean forces are still well armed. Yuktobania 's own air 
defenses are active too. 593 killercraft (including the one carrying 
the EMB) are lost in the great aerial engagements, and a further 
1,854 are destroyed by defenses on the ground. Other fighters still 
on the ground take off to engage the disorganized and nearly unarmed 
stragglers that finally reach Yuktobania. 

Despite blunting the massive attack, a few thousand Race aircraft do 
make it through. Dozens of cities in southern Yuktobania are bombed, 
and most Osean controlled areas, including those where its supply 
dumps are located, are bombed as well. Ground forces from both 
militaries are only briefly engaged by Race killercraft. 

600 Killercraft are ordered to destroy the 87 Osean warships off 
Yuktobania 's eastern coast and any transport ships they can find, and 
the ensuring battle lays out for The Race to see all the difficulties 
it had had with naval forces throughout the first stage. Due to their 
aggressiveness. Race pilots end up firing as soon as they lock onto 
the Osean ships, giving them plenty of time to track and intercept. 
Without understanding the overlapping security of Osean point-defense 
systems. Race pilots fire their missiles right where the ships can 
most effectively defeat them. Lastly, lacking the sea-skimming 
capabilities of most human anti-ship missiles. Race air to ground 



ordinance prove unsuited for the task. 


Although some ships are damaged, the Osean battle groups manage to 
successfully fend off the attacks and shoot down 133 killercraft, 
albeit at the cost of nearly expending all their anti-air ordinance. 
Osean naval planes manage to shoot down another 43 killercraft at the 
cost of 19 of their own planes. A group of 60 killercraft misidentify 
and attack a Yuktobanian fleet in the southern Ceres Ocean, with 
similar results. Dozens of cargo ships are sunk however, nonetheless 
dealing a blow to an Osea hoping to get its forces home quickly. 

Due to the dearth of killercraft, western Verusa is completely spared 
of attack. The southern countries are still bombed, but Race 
killercraft expend their weaponry and retreat very quickly, not 
getting into engagements with the local forces and losing less than 
20 killercraft. 

The assault on the Verusan continent ends largely in human favor. The 
EMB is not successfully deployed and The Race loses over 3,000 
killercraft, a casualty rate of just over 30%. However, the number of 
human fighters Yuktobania only number 700 now, a fourth of what they 
were at the start. Human ground forces, including anti-air, also 
survived largely unscathed, although Osean forces are left with only 
enough supplies for a few days of operation. 

From the Bannership, Atvar observes the reports as the last 
killercraft return to their designated starship. The first strike on 
the Tosevites have ended up in the destruction of 7107 killercraft, 
34% of the first wave and 15% of their total numbers, with another 7% 
of theirs damaged and incapable of combat for some time. Nearly a 
fourth of the Conquest Fleet's aerial assets are already out of 
action. It is a far steeper number they he would've hoped, but still 
fortunately above (barely) the safety net he cashed when distributing 
forces for the second phase. 

The Arkbird had been destroyed, fortunately, and the Tosevite powers 
had taken a lot of damage. Atvar reflects that more damage in 
Yuktobanina would've been preferable, but it cannot be helped now. He 
decides the strike is adequate and that things could proceed. A 
suggestion from Strata suggesting another attempt at using EMBs is 
disregarded . 

Two hours after the first attacks cease, another wave of fresh 
killercraft are ordered to escort the starships carrying Race ground 
forces to the surface. The next phrase of the invasion begins. 


End 
f lie . 



